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The first week of the month I was boarded in
the family of our patriarch, whose grandsons fur-
nished a number of the pupils, and the life they
led me was not one to make me regret the termi-
nation of the engagement. I was awaked while it
was still night to join in family prayers, which were
of a severity of which I had never dreamed. First
a long selection of Psalms was read, then another
long one sung, and then a prayer which, as I noticed
by the clock, varied from ten to twelve minutes,
through which, being still drowsy, I slept, being
awakened by the family rising from their knees.
This was the invariable routine gone through twice
a day. As in our own family, with the exception
of the Saturday morning family service, the devo-
tions were always those of the closet, this tedium
of godliness was a serious infliction. I was waked
out of sound sleep, and bored through, before break-
fast, by vain repetitions lasting on an average half
an hour, after having endured the same for another
half-hour before being allowed to go to bed. No
escape was permitted even to the ill-willing, and it
may easily be imagined that this addendum to the
annoyances of my school hours made the position
of the district schoolmaster one for which sixteen
dollars a month was no compensation.

The conflicts in the school, if they gave me less
tedium, were all the more acute. My Latin scholar
was a lad who meant to profit by his opportunities
and devoted himself to his studies, and, naturally,
had a most cordial collaboration on my part, while, made domestic difficulties.n enter- to which I
